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" No, without joking."
" I'm in my twenty-first year/'
' And a widow ? "
' Yes."
' Then what happened to your husband ? "
' He was killed."
'Recently? "
' Two years ago now."
' During the rising, then ? "
' Afterward, in the autumn."
' And how do you manage ? "
' Oh, I manage somehow."
' D'you find life dreary ? "
She gazed at him attentively, and pulled her kerchief
over her lips to hide her smile.  Her voice sounded thicker
and a new note crept into it when she answered:
x    " There's no time for dreariness when you're at work."
" But isn't it dreary without your husband ? "
" I live with my mother-in-law, and we've got plenty to
do on the farm."
" But how do you manage without your husband ? "
She turned her face towards Gregor.  A flush played on
her swarthy cheeks, little ruddy sparks flamed up and faded
in her eyes.
ft What are you getting at ? "
" Just what I said."
She shifted her kerchief away from her lips, and said
^ with a drawl.
" Well, there's enough of that blessing in this life ! The
world isn't entirely lacking in good men ! " After a pause,
she went on: "I didn't get much chance of tasting the
joys of woman's life with my husband. We only spent a
month together, and then he was taken off into the army.
I manage somehow without him. It's easier now young
cossacks have come back to the village, but before that
it was hard. Gee up, baldhead! Gee up ! So now you
know, soldier ! That's my life ! "
Gregor said no more. He had no desire to carry on the
conversation in such a bantering tone. Already he felt
rather regretful that he had started it.
The great, well-fed bullocks strode along steadily with
the same measured, shambling gait. At some time or other